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I came upon a wise 
wizard, 

Pondering ‘neath a 
linden tree. 

To share his lore I 
begged him hard, 

But "None have I”, said 
he to me, 

"I asked the Earth, 
Sea, Wind and Flame 
Who, among them, had 
the mastery. 

"A fool they played 
me, in their game; 

Of my wit they made 
mockery! 

""The Sea, the Sea,” 
the Earth did groan, 
"Ever gnaws me 
sorrowless!” 

""Alas! The Wind!" the 
Sea did moan, 

"It blasts away my 
very breath!” 

""Flame at me licks,” 
wailed the Wind, 
"With ardent tongues 
so pitiless!” 

""T am smothered!” 
roared the Flame, 

"By the Earth's heart, 
as cold as death!” 
"And, so, you see the 
riddle posed 

Me by the Powers in 
knavery. 

"All my wisdom thus 
exposed 

As idle thought, in 


tt 
| 


Slavery 
I did pause then, to 
think anon 

Of all the wizard had 
spake to me. 

Soon had I the answer, 
whereupon, 

I called HIM to attend 
to me! 

I reached within the 
breast of Earth 

And withdrew its 

hard Heart, glittering. 
That I sent to the 
Heart of Flame, 

To melt in forge 
fires, blistering. 

The Heart of Wind 

gave it its form, 
Shaped like chill 
winds, bittering. 

In the Heart of Sea its 
strength was born, 
"Neath quenching 
waves all glistening. 
"What have ye there?” 
the Wizard asked; 

He gazed upon me, 
querying. 

And so I straightened 
from my task 

To show him, without 
tarrying, 

Who mastered Earth, 
Sea, Wind and Flame. 
He besought me, 

still inquiring, 

To learn MY lore, 

and whence it came, 
Unto MINE hands, 
untiring. 


